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Quiet 


Author's Notes: 
For Dr Zoro! 


Enjoy! 


Disclaimer- 

| don't own.. well.. | cannont own people. But This pairing is only ficticial. None of the characters involved went 
actually through this moment. 

But, maybe they did.. We'd never know ;) 


It is worth fo suffer in silence than hear yourself in a loud voice, screaming for help. 


Pete Townshend was sitting alone, in the recording room. That pure silence the walls made was, at some point, 
quite distracting. But in that place he could hear his own thoughts, not if he would have stayed at home, or 
with his band members, or even alone in his hotel room. 

Minutes became hours, and hours became days. Nobody knew where he was. But no one seemed to complain 


Neither a call nor a visit was made to that place. 


His only companies were those big, noisy instruments that were kept in silence. Pete looked at the guitar, or 
the drums, feeling that they were the only ones which could understand his worried mind. He had many 


problems, but the one that made him recluse from the real world had one simply name: Roger. 


That bastard! , was the only thing that came to his mind every time he thought of him. But why was Pete's 
depression his fault? Daltrey just knew how to be himself. If he wanted to use thigh jeans and an unbuttoned 
shirt, he could do it. He was a grown man, ready to live his life as he wanted. He was the one with the wicked 
mind who fantasized about getting him on his hotel room to be happy again 

Happy as he used to be when Roger smiled at him, or when he spent some time alone with him. 


But that word would never mean what it used to. Not since he saw Roger with that girl, Heather Taylor. 


The love in his eyes when he looked at her was.. unbelievable. His eyes shone the same way Pete's did when he 


looked at Roger. Everybody knew it, everybody could see that. The love in the air was pure and intense. 

The more thoughts he gave to that idea, the more his heart ached. 

His fists punched the floor. He would not let tears drop from his blue eyes. The guitarist just sat in front of 
the drum set and started playing, without following any rhythm pattern. His rage decreased slowly. But his 


depression remained. 


"Which song are you playing? May | join in?" 
A soft voice spoke through the microphone. Pete jumped on his seat. He was not expecting that! 


A man with a very recognizable blonde hair was staring at him with his big, blue eyes at the other side of the 


window. The man waved his hand and entered the room. 

"Roger? What're you doing here?" Don't make eye- contact, you fool, Townshend thought. 

"What's wrong? You've been missing for days." That enormous, shining smile on Roger's lips remained. 
"Nothing. | was just... practicing. Y'know." 


That grin Pete felt happy, but then he remembered that the reason for Daltrey's happiness was other person 
instead of him. His heart ached again, he did not know if he could handle it anymore. 


"So, why the sad face?" The blond took Pete's jaw to make him face his own eyes. 
Some warm feelings increased into his chest. Those silly feelings for someone who would never love him back He 


shook his head and made no eye contact. 


Quickly, he stood up and went far away from Roger's body. 


"Why do you want to know? It's not of your business" 

"It is, in fact. | need to know what the problem is, because it's affecting the leader of the band" He ran some 
steps to be closer. But Pete still managed to escape. There was a little haunting game they were 
unconsciously playing. 


"Stop following me!" the guitarist shouted. 


"Stop running away, then!" Roger took Pete's wrist and put him against a wall. "Is it something that I've done? 


Do | smell bad? WHATI?" 

They locked their gazes. Roger's face was way too close to Pete. And those deep eyes were eating him alive. 
But Townsheld could not escape- Daltrey was stronger. And the way he felt his warm and hot air hitting his 
lips.. he was not sure if he could control himself for much longer. 

"Get off mel” he screamed. 

"Never!" 

"Get off me, or | will..." 

"What? What'll you do? I'm stronger and faster. You can do nothing to-" and his lips silent with the feeling of 
the other's warm mouth. Their breathing increased. Pete enjoyed every single second that passed with his lips 
against Roger's. 

He broke the kiss and pushed him away. The blond could not move. "l. certainly was not expecting that 

"Gol Go away!" Pete murmured at the other side of the room. "l'm damned, wicked, insane!" 

"Wicked?" Roger said, thoughtfully. How could he complain with a man like him? 

The world was something distant. 

Pete's mind could not stop thinking about that kiss. So wrong, but so right. They were alone; nobody would 
enter because nobody knew they were there. He could repeat that bloody kiss for the rest of his days until 


someone needed to use the recording room. The only problem was Roger. 


He was expecting the typical phrase "/ love you, but not in that way’, then his heart would break, and he would 
die of loneliness. Nothing could return the time when they were just good friends and band-partners. 


He heard some steps going away, then the door, it was locked. "Damn!" he shouted. 


Two strong hands took him from the shoulders, obligating him to turn. His gaze met two blue eyes before 


feeling that dizzy feeling in his chest. His lips felt the sticky feeling of Roger mouth for minutes. 
They did not move or try anything else. 


Then, Roger broke the kiss and open carefully his own lips and laid his head. He kissed him again, slowly, 
fearless that the moment could end to never happen again. He parted his smiling lips to let his tongue enter. 


The taste of the blonde's mouth was exquisite. He would never forget that. 


He could not even have time to ask himself why all of that was happening. It was love that Roger felt for him, 


or just an occasional lust moment? 


He placed his hands on his back, while Roger felt Pete's face with his fingers. The kiss became deeper. Those 
warm feelings inside the guitarist became hotter; his blood ran faster on his veins. All those crazy thoughts 
he had while lying in bed, when he used to daydream of Roger in ways he could not tell. His hands held him 
tight. He would not let him go. 


"Keep calm" The other man murmured, with his soft voice, "l'm not going anywhere. We have plenty of time" 


The need in his body increased. But Roger could not know it. He did not have to know. It would be embarrassing 
if he felt those growing feelings on the lower part of his body. But some affective hands would not hurt 


anyone... 


He quietly entered his hands inside Roger's shirt and felt the smooth skin of his back on his fingers. His hands 
ran into his back desperately, touching every single place with skin on it. Roger put his body closer, feeling his 
own hips rock against his. A soft noise went out of Roger's throat. He was not the only one enjoying that 


moment. 


The singer moved his hands slowly of Pete's face to his torso, unbuttoning each button of the shirt that 
found on his way. He was going so slow, Pete could not wait. His desperation was driving him mad, as he 


stroked the singer's soft back. 


The man placed little kisses on his way through his torso and abdomen. With his free hands, he unbuttoned his 
jeans, without letting them fall. Pete gasped. He was going too slowly! 


"Hurry..." he whispered. 

"Why? Do you need something?" Roger teased, between kisses. He made his way to his belt, and bent down on 
his knees. 

Now, he regretted every single moment he wasted thinking about what would happen if Roger realized how 


much he was being loved. 


Pete could not hold it anymore. He was suffering; his needs were winning his inner battler. And his lips could 


not hold those guttural moans that came and went every time he felt Roger's fingers near his private parts. 


"lm taking you.." the blond said, while entering his fingers on the pocket of the other man's jeans. He took the 


keys of Pete's house out of the trousers. 
"Mhmm?" he groaned, in a mix of pleasure and confusion. 


".. out of here. You need to eat and a shower". Daltrey stood up and unlocked the door. "C'mon! I'll make you 


some warm food and prepare you the bath" 
Pete wanted to scream. All those waves of pleasure running through his body were cut quickly. 
But he fixed his clothes and followed him. "A bath, you say?" 


It was worth to suffer in silence than hear himself scream for more. 


